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MDCCLEXNIV. | 72& 


Henry Collingwood Selby, Eſq. 


: -... DEAR SIR, 


NESTABLISHED, and pes as 1 


have always been; whenever [ wrote a De- | 
dication, ingenuous, and noble motives always | 
predominated over an attention to my intereſt. 
Bat let the world judge of the fincerity of this 
aſſertion as they pleaſe: we are both conſcious _ | 


that this addreſs is a proper tribute to friendihip; 


a tribute. 


E 
a tribute, not debaſed by any ſelfiſh view : for 
it has been repeatedly demonſtrated to me by 
your active zeal for my welfare, that no incen- 
tive can more ardently ſtimulate you to promote 
my happineſs, than the benevolence of your 
heart, and your love of intellectual objects; 
that, by your genuine, by your natural, and 
habitual ſentiments, you are ſo ſtrongly impelled 


(as far as your power extends) to redreſs the 


rigorous inequalities of our modes of exiſting 


upon earth, that you need not the artificial ant- 


mation, and pleaſure, which are produced, in 


little minds, by the frivolous appendag ges of 


com pliment, od. vanity. 


May the time arrive, when our ſocial and 


friendly hours will not be clouded, by my miſ- 


fortunes, 


Fs 7 


fortunes, nor by your ſympathy ; when my 


: heart {hall have acquired, from proſperity, the 


complete forgiveneſs of injuries, and when that 


proſperity {hail moſt effectually mortify my 
enemies; when, by ſome charming ſpell of 
poetry, or of friendſhip, we ſhall have controuled 
the Daemon of my adverſity, and, at length, 
driven him back to his native Erebus! May 
theſe hours equally preſide over our ſociety, in 


the vicinity of the Thames, or when we are 


near the bleak banks of the northern Tweed: 


may they inſpire, and exhilarate our converſa- 


tion, in the hoſpitable ſhades of Swann's Feld, 
or in the yet more embowering and fragrant 


groves of Richmond, or of Sion! 


LW 


If I was even a Jeſuit, by order, and 


character, no One would doubt the ſincerity, 


and fervour of is prayer. 


I am, dear Sir, 


with great eſteem, 


your moſt affectionate friend, 


PERCIVAL STOCKDALE. 


London, 
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1 Vehemens in flectendo, in quo uno vis omnis oratoris eſt, 


CteERo. 


Orator. 


a. * 4 od — 


4 "> — — ' — n , „ ==> 
N . 5 7 1 . b 4 . . — 


— — —ä5ẽ4äꝓä —— Q 


rr 
h „ > ths. A 


2 — TEED 
©. > ES 


7 * mn s & Y 
& P TONS £25 "aq 
2 * * EE, 
*. 4 * at. 3 . 8 
F E ) n 2 5 2 * bs 
N 4 "$f 9 : : 
* n * my * = JS 1 N. 
* 2 Gf ol * 8 F < p 
» ", » 7 . 
, 
* 
o 
* 
2 
| - 
* 
* 
— 
» 
* 


N 


7 


„„ or" oo + 


— 
— 


” 


< 2 
<4 _— 


— 


do Ate — ao 5 eo 
* 


— 


— _— 


-—_— 


BARD, whom no poetic ills appall, 


The patron's coldneſs, or the critic's gall ; 
With generous effort, ſtill aſſerts the bays; 


Or gives a brother's genius all its praiſe. 


Pocts not merely, to their Phoebus owe 
That art which bids immortal numbers flow ; 
The kind inſpirer, to his favourite train, 
Gives, with his tuneful, his prophetick ſtrain. 
8 


1 


They 


E 
They feel ambition's late, but laſting power ; 
And leave the vain their tinſel of the hour; 
Of juſtice from poſterity ſecure, 


Calmly the malice of their age endure. 


For them, let Jerningham's more happy lvre 
Warm the fair circle with its lambent fire ; 
For them, let Jenyns common ſenſe diſdain, 
And fling o'er ſree-born man the ſervile chain; 
In fathion's eye, with varied luſtre ſhine, 

A modern Proteus !---let bis merit join 


Bard, politician, ſophiſt, and divine; 


True poets ne'er with monſters croud their lays ; 


For nature dictates, and their hand obeys; 
They re ſure along the ſtream of time to ſail, 


And court no {miles from Mountagu, or Thrale. 


But celebrated actors hardly fave 
Their well-earncd laurel from the ruthleſs grave; 
Their glory ſickens at it's W death, 
And ſcarce outlives cotemporary breath. 
With eaſtern flowers, to ſtrew their path of life 


Fame, luxury, gold, maintain a friendly ſtrife 


— 
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25 


But 


Wo 


But they bequeathe no ſtrong, immortal verſe ; 


And hence their fame droops pallid o'er their herſe. 


Poets, a more auguſt, and ſacred name, 
Their art, our glory, and their fate, our ſhame, 
Bear, and anticipate, a different doom, 


In mortal fortune, and beyond the tomb. 


Thoſe talents which produce the godlike ſtrain, 
Subject the man to poverty, and pain; 
Mean labours his ethereal fire controul; 
And want unnerves his energy of ſoul. 
Whenever Gop, for his myſterious ends, 
Preſſed with all evils, deſtitute of friends, 
Preſents a Chatterton to human view, 


The Devil conjures up a Walpole too. 


Vet well they know, ere glory's wreath is won, 
And far from Orford's more unfeeling ſon, 
Through glades Elyſian ere their ſpirits rove, 


Or through the fragrance of the laurel grove; 


Full well they know (the preſage heals their woes) 


That even on carth their fame eternal flows ; 
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35 


40 


45 


: , T4 
That their exiftence was by heaven deſigned | 50 


To give the diſtant ſons of human kind 


The brighteſt emanations of the mind. 


A ſplendid obj-&t, full in fancy's view, 


On bards and actors my reflexions drew; 


Candour my verſe digreſſive will forgive; 55 

They write correctly who ſecurely live; 

The poet, from his theme before he ſtrayed, 

For SipDoNs had invoked the Mule's aid. | 

His liberal ſtrain requeſts the publick ear, 

Not with preſumption, nor fictitious fear. 2 60 
Talents pre-eminent are ſure to find 

From him the verdict of an honeſt mind; 

He wiſhes that the laurel ſtill may bloom 

Round the right brow, and round the ſacred tomb; 


Admires, with ardour, each illuſtrious name; 65 


Himſelf, through all his ſoul, alive to fame. 


Sippoxs! bright ſubject for a poet's page! 
Born to augment the glory of the ſtage f 
Our ſoul of tragedy reſtored I ſee | . : 


A Garrick's genius 1s renewed in Thee. 


* 
Fo 


Whatever paſſion animates thine eye; 


E 1 


7 PL | . ; Or 


ES: 
To give our nature all it's glorious courſe ; 
With moral beauty, with reſiſtleſs force, 
To call forth all the paſſions of the mind, | 
The good, the brave, the vengeful, the refined ; 
The ſigh, the thrill, the ſtart, the angel's tear; N — 
Thy Iſabella is our Garrick's Lear. | 


'Tis not the beauties of thy form alone, 
Thy graceful motion, thy impaſſioned tone; 
Thy charming attitudes, thy magick pauſe, 
That ſpeaks the eloquence of nature's laws; 5 80 
Not theſe have given thee high theatrick fame, 


Nor fired the muſe to celebrate thy name. 


When Tromson's Epithers, to nature true, 
Recall her brighteſt glories to my view; 
Whene'er his MIND-ILLUMINED aſpect brings 85 


The look that sPEAEkS UNUTTERABLE THINGS; 


In fancy, then, THY image I ſhall ſee; 
Then, heavenly artiſt, I ſhall think on thee! 


Thence, whether pity ſteals, or terrours f j; „90 


188 
Or Heaven commands, to hx a verſe benign, 
With power miraculous, thy face to ſhine; 
Whatever fecling 't thy aim to move, 
Fear, vengeance, hate, benevolence, or love; 
Still do thy looks uſurp divine controul, 
And on their objects rivet all the ſoul: 
Thy lightning far outſtrips the poet's race ; 


Even OTwar's numbers yield to StpDoNs$* face. 


Long after thou haſt cloſed the glowing ſcene ; 


Withdrawn thy killing, or tranſporting mien ; 
Humanely haſt removed from mortal ſight, 
THOSE EYES THAT SHED INSUFFER ABLE LIGHT; 
Effects continue, rarely ſeen before; 

The tumult of the paſſions is not o'er; 
 Imagined miſeries we ſtill deplore: 

We ſee a few (oh! England's pride, and ſhame! 
But 'tis where Picq, and Veſtris have a name!) 
| Who ſtill are clinging to the tale of woe, 

And give, without reſerve, their tears to flow; _ 
Still thy ſtrong pathos works the generous heart ; 


Still, {till we grieve, and cannot think it art. 


95 


100 


105 


110 


Even 


E 

Even yet diſtreſs on meditation grows; 
Even yet I feel all Iſabella's woes; 
The dreadful thoughts, raiſed by the magick ring, 
With all her agonies my boſom ſting ; 
I feel, where Biron aſcertains his life, 
All the ſevere amazement of the wife: 
When ſhe, by force, from his remains is borne, 
Myſelf, by ruffians, from myſelf am torne : 
Where the keen dagger gives her ſoul relief, 
Frees her from frenzy, and o'erwhelming grief; 
At vain compaſſion, with Her lateſt breath, 


I laugh, and triumph in fictitious death. 


The poet, born with elegant deſires, 

Born to diffuſe, in eaſe, the Muſe's fires; 
Inſpired by thee, forgets his rigorous doom, 

In Fate's long winter feels his genius bloom ; 
Forgets each taint that checks his growing bays, 
Avowed hoſtilities, or frugal praiſe; 

Nor can . poverty his warmth reſtrain ; | 


The ſqualid ſpectre threats his gripe in vain. 


115 


120 


125 


1 On 


BET 
On other heroines is attention hung; | 
In them, we're charmed with a mellifluous tongue; 
All action's grace, in them, our eyes admire; 
Vet, with theſe powers, from genius we require 


Thy rare prerogative, reſiſtleſs fire. 


More gentle arts the calm ſpectator views; 
Their ſofter pleaſure ſoothes : but fire ſubdues; 
This, in a moment, thrilling through the frame, 
Makes voluntary victims to it's * 

Of common motion ſcorns the laws aligned ; 
To Thebes, Or Athens, whirls the raviſhed mind; 
Sends it's contending paſſions from the ſtage, 
And racks us with ambition, grief, or rage. 
This magick property, this fire divine, 
Pours heaven's own lightning through the poet's line. 
This Hayley wants; and hence his golden lays | 
A reſpite give us; give us breath to praiſe. 
But when great Dryden flies along his plain, 


And gives his foaming Pegaſus: the rein, 


We fight old battles, and we ſlay the lain. e 5 511 


This fire diffuſed it's warmth when Milton ſung; | 


And {ways the ſoul, in SipDboNs, and in YoUNGE. 


135 


140 


145 


150 


Celeſtial 


7 


1 
Celeſtial property! at thy diſplay, 


How feebler luſtre fades, and dies away! 


Thus, if we recolle& Blanduſia's ſtream, 


Of Horace, once, the ſportive, rural theme; 


It's grot, it's trees, it's murmurs we admire, 
And 1n our boſom feel Arcadian fire. 


Next, ſhould our fancy o'er the Atlantick ſtray, 


Where nobler objects wake a bolder lay; 
Where Orellana, from his mighty ſource, 
Holds a magnificent, ſtupendous courſe; 


And borne through many a far-extended plain. 


Repels the jealous, and reluctant main; 


Small images, indignant, we diſcard ; 
We loſe the fountain; nay we loſe the bard ; 
The mind expands; it's genius ſweeps along: 


And pours it's fervour in congenial ſong. 


Or, thus, if Mafon's page a poet reads; 


Sports among dews, and trees, and flowers, and meads 


The mind, too candid to the florid ſtrain, 


Expects emotion, but expects, in vain, 


But, if to raiſe imagination's force, 


He ſeeks, in Homer's muſe, a ſure reſource; 


155 


160 


165 


175 


Perhaps, 


E 
Perhaps, where Priam his grave council calls, 
And Helen moves divinely on the walls; 
While Troy's aſtoniſhed youth new raptures prove, 
And age grows tender to the faults of love; 
The modern bard imbibes the Grecian fires, 
To the ſublime, and beautiful aſpires; 
He emulates, in thought, Homerick lays, 


And boldly meditates a DEvos's praiſe. 


180 
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Noſtris acerbiſſimis doloribus, variiſque, et undique circumfufis. 
moleſtiis, alia nulla potuit inveniri Levatio. 


Ci ERO's Concluſion of his Tuſculan Quę uon. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE 
1 0 | 
Sir ASHTON LEVER. 


= > DDD . — 


\ Strange, unfaſhionable modern muſe, 


Who, with charmed eye the works of nature views; 


Still fond to walk in her eternal road, 
And ſtill deſpiſing periſhable mode; 
No flatterer of the great, nor of the vain, . 


To Lever wakes her tributary ſtrain. 


| Whilſt others make mankind their eaſy prey; 
Of folly, and of vice, extend the ſway ; 
Some new incentives plan, to looſe defire ; 
Or ſtimulate the gameſter's deſperate fire; 


I Þ 
A war with ſenſe, to pleaſe the coxcomb, wage; 
And dupe him with a vile Italian ſtage; 
Lever expands creation's mighty roll; 
Suggeſts our. Maker to the languid ſoul ; 
Kindles, in torpid breaſts, a generous flame; 


And bids us glow with virtue, or with ſhame. 


In order fair, we view, diſpoſed by thee, 
Inhabitants of earth, and air, and fea; 
The various wonders of our globe explore, 
From Siam's realm, to California's ſhoar ; 
From where Magellan's thundering billows roll, 


To the fixed winter of the northern pole. 


Ye, who, with impious pride, contemn that law, 
Meant, from our lives the beſt effects to draw; 
That law, which Milton's heaven-taught genius fired, 
Which Locke's, and Newton's thoughts, and acts inſpited; 
Ye, who impute diſorder of the brain 
To thoſe who worſhip in a Chriſtian fane ; 
For once, reje& your hght, and littering toys; 


For once, emerging into men, from boys, 
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Ye, who can only eſſences inhale; 


[ 19 ] 


Of thought, and ſentiment, the pleaſures try; 


No earthly gain can with their bleſſings vie; 
Perhaps they'll teach you how to live, and die. 
Repair to LEVER's temple, and adore ; 

And bluſh, and ſhudder, and be fools no more. 
To mar your piety, you'll find, at leaſt, 


No wanton organ, and no drawling prieſt. 


Thither, with me, you condeſcend to go; 


I'm confident you love what makes a ſhow. 


We, ſurely, tread on conſecrated ground; 40 
How nature's Author ſtrikes us, all around! 
I feel profaneneſs in each idle ſound ! 


*Tis Gor who ſpeaks ; will you refuſe to hear? 


Nay, he reproves ; will you not learn to fear ? 


45 
Who ſhrink, and tremble, at the froſty gale ; 
Will you not dread that Being, who preſides 


O'er the wind's force, and o'er the ſwelling tides ; 


Who ſhakes with earthquakes, now, ſome guilty ſhoar, 


Now bids his thunder, now, Veſuvius, roar ! 


7 
Vet, 


[ 20 ] 


Yet, generous LEVER ! in our leaden days, 
All thy reward may prove, the poet's praiſe! 
For, thy magnificent, and varied ſtore, 

Which gives to ſcience views unknown before; 
Which more unfolds the worlds harmonious plan, 
The mind eternal, and the mind of man 

(It's maſter, in ſome inauſpicious hour, 

Meanly by wealth deſerted, and by power) 

Like Houghton's monuments of art, may go 

To find a patroneſs in Ruſſian ſnow 

May be received (ſince taſte is, Bere, no more) 


- 


With genial ardour on. a frozen. ſhoar. 


And yet, there was a more propitious time, 
Ere knowledge, vigorous, once, in England's clime, 
Had all it's honours loſt, and all it's prime; 

Ere luxury, more general, and refined, 

And venal baſcneſs, quite enflaved the mind; 
Gave all a Dæmon's rage to low deſire, 

And quenched the fainting ſparks of generous fire; 
When Engliſh liberality was ſhown 


To ores, and ſpars, and butterflies of Sloane. 


1 
Ye Fair! the pride of celebrated iſles ! 


What power is in your frowns, and in your ſmiles, 
I need not ſay: you may retard our doom; 


And bid, again, a nation's virtue bloom. 7 , 75 


When great Lycurgus formed the Spartan ſtate, 
As fixed by Bim, impregnable to fate; TE 
His rough Laconian ſons were taught to feel 
No ardour, like the love of publick weal : 

They ſought no foes ; they owned no haughty Lord; 80 
And only for their oountr drew their ſword: 

Then were they nobly prodigal of breath; 
And all their wiſh was, Liberty, or Death, 
Through either ſex the brave infection ran; 

They all perſued their legiſlator's plan. 5 5 85 
Ere a young Spartan ſoldier took the field, 
His mother brought him forth the ſacred ſhield; 

And ſaid ; Let this, from thee, by none be torne; 
„ Bear home thy ſhield; or on thy ſhield be borne.” 
He felt the precept throb in every vein: 5 90 


He conquered; or was numbered with the ſlain. 


To England's fair, the poet recommends 
Means more adventurous, aimed at diſtant ends. 
| s | | | But: 


L 22 ] 
But, ever, to the great, and arduous deed, 
Peculiar honour 1s the deſtined meed. 9 5 
The taſk auſpicious of the Spartan dame, 
Was, but to ſpeed the courſe of victue's flame; 
Yours is the taſk, when all her power is fled, 


To bid her warmth ,re-animate the dead; 


To aid the weaker influence of my pen; 100 


And to ſubſtantiate ſhadows into men ; 
Shadows of thoſe, who conquered in the fray, 
At Creſſy's, Agincourt's, and Blenheim's day. 
Yet let not hope on your bright aſpects lower 3 
Scarce is a miracle beyond your power. 105 
Preſcribe us, by your exemplary lives, 
As tender mothers, faithful, generous wives, 
The moral excellence we muſt perſue, is 
If we aſpire to be approved by you. | 
On you thoſe ſentiments kind Heaven beſtowed, 110 
Which urge us on; in glory's thorny road ; 
Then, let them, by exertion, be refined; 
And into culture ſhame each dozing mind. 
Chuſe fine amuſements let them not be vain 3 N 


And, oft, at LEVER's, join the ſober train ; 


2. OSIE 
The 


[ 23 ] 
The female form, auguſt; the female mien, 
Inſpired by thought, will dignify the ſcene. 
Still, in your minds, let judgement hold her ſeat; 
Scorn an Italian trill; a Frenchman's feet: 
Still, let the path to happineſs be trod; 


And give your hours to Nature, and to Gop. 


Our living race the 'Tarentines renew ; 
Or ſofter Sybarites, in them, we view. 
By principle they never will be led 
To emulate the glory of the dead. 
Of Engliſh manners, then, ye Engliſh Fair, 
To give reforming models, be your care. 
Let, from your influence, our improvement flow ; 
Extort from love, what we to reaſon owe ; 


And ſince neglectful of her cardg we ſail, 


Let us to virtue ſteer, by paffon's gale. 
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O RN, with the virtues of maturer age, 
B To warm the poet's, or hiſtorian's page; 
Born, life's beſt deeds, and beſt rewards to prove, 
To merit friendſhip, and to merit love ; --- 
Born with that fire, by which, of old, was hurled 
Britannia's thunder on a hoſtile world; --- 
--- But all this worth, juſt opening into bloom, 


Is cloſed, for ever, by the ruthleſs tomb. 


Seycrely 


| 
| 


000-3 
Severely for my heart, too ſoon a ſhade, 
Accept this tribute, from affection payed 3 
Well-pleaſed accept it; for the poet's verſe, 
More than funereal pomp adorns the herſe; 


Gives us, at once, improvement, and relief ; 


Retines our morals, whule it ſoothes our grief; 


While it commands our tears afreſh to flow, 


Indulging ſoft, and ſalutary woe. 


Forming the numbers to thy memory due, 


The frowns of fortune unappalled I view ; 


For never could the wanton tyrant's reign 


Extinguiſh, in my breaſt, the liberal {train ; 


Ne'er cool my ardour for a poet's name, 
By her gay fops of faſhionable fame ; 
Ne'er ſink my heart beneath it's nobleſt ends; 


To honour living, or departed friends. 


And let not the ſevere, ye martial train, 


Tell me my grief is weak, and flows in vain ! 
Oh! let the ſhort-lived joys, and hopes of youth, 


Impreſs you, ever, with important truth! 
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Since life is ſhort, with virtue fill the ſpan; 


The habits of the youth decide the man.. 


The good from fate their deathleſi graces ſave, 


And are mature, though minors, for the grave. 


And oft to pleaſure's gay, luxuriant bower, 


Contraſt. the dark, irrevocable hour; 


Which, haply, gives you, long, the golden light,. 


Or adds it's gloom to the returning night. 


For not alone, on Mars's purple field, 


The ſons of war their generous ſpirits yield; 


Death ſtill attends us, on whatever ground; 


Lurks in our frame, and hovers all around; 

Ott, even the light, elaſtick ſpring of life, 

With life's duration is at fatal ſtrife: 

We draw our diſſolution with TEN breath; 

Our vital air impregnated with death; 

And thus as ſurely by an atom fall, 

As by the Culverin's deſtructive ball. 
Ambitious of no mean effects, my mule 


Extends to either world her moral views: 
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Then 
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1 Then may theſe lays, enforcing human 'weal, 
Firmly to act, and tenderly to feel; 50 
To my friend's memory, to our ſpecies kind, 
Still move the heart, and ſtill impell the mind; 
With ſympathy producing virtue, read, 
Preſerve the living, and embalm the dead. 
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